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Summary: What happens when the Covenant slowly starts to fall apart 
as the lies of the Prophets become apparent? Can the Master Chief 
stop the Flood from taking over the entire universe? 


1 . Chapter 1 : Stowaway 
HALO 3 
CEASEFIRE 

CHAPTER 1: STOWAWAY 

The large Forerunner ship seemed to slip out of slipspace as if it 
were nothing. As the ripples caused by the exit slowly drifted 
outward, more exits were made from slipspace, revealing a startling 
amount of Covenant ships. These ships regrouped casually, and with 
orders from the Forerunner ship at the lead, began to drift slowly 
into formation, and then toward a nearby planet. Earth. 

The Prophet of Truth tightened his grip on the armrest of his chair. 
The Humans would not simply let them float through their defenses 
unopposed. There would be a battle, and his soldiers must be prepared 
to take the planet at all costs. The Prophet turned his chair to the 
sound of the door to the bridge opening, and a young Brute captain 
entered, bowing to Truth in respect. Truth held up a hand, signifying 
the Brute to return to his feet. As the Brute stepped closer to the 
Prophet, Truth turned his chair back to the fore monitor, being sure 
to watch closely over the fleet's progress. He waved his hand again, 
signaling the Brute to share his news. 

The Brute captain hesitated for a moment, then announced, "Honorable 
Prophet of Truth, it appears the Demon is on board this craft." At 
this information. Truth quickly turned to the Brute, unable to hide 
the surprise and fear in his old eyes. The Brute shifted 
uncomfortably on his feet, as Truth asked, "Are you sure you are not 
mistaken?" The Brute captain looked at the floor of the ship, then 



replied, "Yes, Excellency, we have confirmed his biological signature 
on our cargo bay cameras." The Prophet looked back to the monitor, 
and hid his face in his hand. _Then the Great Journey is in more 
danger than I previously feared. _ 

The Brute watched Truth carefully, then inquired, "What should be 
done about this Heresy?" The Prophet of Truth slowly slid his hand 
down, so his eyes watched the monitor once more. He seemed to ponder 
this information for a few moments, then waved a hand at the Brute. 
"Absolutely nothing." The Brute captain's mouth dropped in absolute 
surprise. He quickly managed to stammer out, "B-but Noble Prophet, 
the Demon's presence on this ship is-" He was silenced by a wave of 
the Prophet's hand. 

"Loyal Brute, you are young, and have much to learn." The Brute 
seemed to be insulted by this comment, but Truth continued, "We do 
not yet know of the Demon's true intent. And even if we did choose to 
attack, no military force located on this ship would be able to stop 
the demon." The Brute opened his mouth to argue, but thought better 
of it, and closed it again. He bowed, and made his way off of the 
bridge. The Prophet of Truth continued to watch his fleet on the 
monitor. _Your move. Demon. _ 

A sudden acceleration of the ship made Master Chief grip the edge of 
a nearby cargo container. He winced, and let go, regaining his 
balance. The Covenant fleet must be moving toward Earth. _Damn, I 
have to kill Truth before it's too late. _Unf ortunately , all the 
doors out of this cargo bay were sealed, and he had no way out of the 
room, much less access to the bridge, where Truth was surely located. 
There was nothing for the Master Chief to do but sit there and wait 
for a way out. As he waited, he began to hear loud explosions from 
outside the ship, and the room began shaking violently. He grasped 
the edge of the container again. Truth must have come across the 
Orbital Defense Grid. 

As they explosions became more frequent. Master Chief began hearing 
shouted orders and reports over the UNSC communications. He even 
thought he heard Admiral Hood himself. An idea suddenly occurred to 
him. He focused on a connection with the Mac Station Cairo, and his 
suit made it happen. He said over the line, "This is Spartan-117. Can 
anyone hear me, over?" He heard muffled orders, and the gruff voice 
of Admiral Hood sounded in his suit's helmet. "Master Chief, you mind 
telling me what you're doing on that ship?" The Spartan held a BR55 
Rifle up to his chest, hearing a door begin to open, and replied 
curtly, "Sir, finishing this fight." 


2. Chapter 2: Assault 
CHAPTER 2: ASSAULT 

Master Chief aimed the weapon straight at the door, ready to fire 
once it opened. As the door slowly slid open, the Chief, tightened 
his grip, ready to fire. The door finally slid open to 
reveala€ | nothing . Master Chief lowered his weapon. Why would a door 
slide open when there is no one there? The Spartan quickly raised his 
weapon again, searching for ripples in the light that would signify 
Active Camouflage. There was nothing, however. The Chief lowered his 
weapon once more, and cautiously walked toward the door, anxious to 
get out of the room. 



Truth watched the ships interior cameras carefully. _Yes, Demon, walk 
right into my trap._ The Prophet smiled. Soon, the Demon would be no 
more. He waved a hand, and a secure communications channel was 
brought up with the Brute captain he had spoken with earlier. He 
spoke softly, "Captain, are your men ready? Now that the Demon's 
intentions are known, he must be taken by force." There was a grunt 
of affirmation, then, "Yes, my liege. We are ready to strike." Truth 
smiled, and responded, "Go then, my children, and may the will of the 
Covenant go with you." 

The lone Spartan walked down an empty corridor deep in the bowels of 
the Forerunner ship. It was quiet. He remained alert, however. Quiet 
moments had always seemed to blossom into deadly firefights in his 
previous campaigns. The tight space suddenly widened to a large, 
pitch-black room as he walked through a door. He studied the room 
carefully, looking for anything out of place. Everything seemed 
normal enough. 

Suddenly, the door slammed shut behind him. He turned, and ran back 
toward it, lightning-fast, but it was no use. The door was locked 
tight. He turned back, and faced the center of the room. A blinding, 
purple-blue Covenant light shone from the center of the ceiling, 
revealing a small Covenant armada surrounding the Chief from all 
sides. He counted at least twenty-two Jackals armed with Particle 
Beam Rifles, a large swarm of Drones hanging from the walls and 
ceiling, and a battalion of Brutes, all armed with various Covenant 
tools of war. 

Master Chief raised his rifle, acknowledging the fact that this ship 
would most likely serve as his grave, but not giving in. He would 
fight before his death. A single Brute captain stepped forward, 
however. It raised a hand toward the Spartan. "Drop your weapon. The 
noble Prophet of Truth has requested that we bring you to him alive." 
The human stared at him through his visor for a few moments, then 
calmly replied, "You can tell your Prophet, " He reached into his belt 
and brought out an HE-DP Fragmentation Grenade. The Brute tensed, and 
raised a Covenant Carbine towards the Chief. The Spartan merely 
continued, "That he can kiss my armored ass." He took this moment to 
toss the grenade straight at the Brute. As it exploded, the bullets 
began to fly. 


End 
f ile . 



